THE ALMA MATER
The Crimson and the Gray we'll wear,
Aloft the flag we'll raise.
We'll sound our shouts and sing our songs,
For old Clearwaters praise.
Then hail to the Crimson and Gray, boys,
The colors we love so well,
Thy loyal sons shall salute thee,
As thy folds on the breezes swell.
Then hail to the Crimson and Gray, girls,
Forever and a day,
May the flag of old Clearwater live,
The Crimson and the Gray.